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Peda. And certes the text mod infallibly concludes it. Sir l 
doeinuitc you too, you (hall not fay me nay : paucaeverba. 

Away the gctitks.-are.at their game, and we will to our recta, 

„ ’ Exeunt. 

auon. 

Enter Ferowne with a P toper in bus hand, alone. 

Eero. The King he is hunting the Dearc,. 

Tam courfing my felfe. • . , . 

They haue citcht aToyle,I amtoylingmapytch.piteh thatda* 
files; defile a foulcword: Well, fctthecdownelorrow; forfo 
theyfay thtfoolefaid ? andioiay I, and I the foolc : wellpioued 
■wit- By the Lord this Loue is as mad as cAiax, it kils llieepe, it 
kills nice,! a(h<cp:well proued againc a my fide.I will not loue; 
if I dpc hang nice ; yfaith I wiilooji.O but her eye; by this light, 
but for her eye, I would not loue her ; yes, for her two eyes. 
Well.I doe nothing in the world but lye, and lye in my tbroate. 
By hcauen 1 doe loue, and it hath taught me to Rime, and to be 
maliichollie : and here is part of my Rime and heere my mal- 

licholic. Well, fhe hath one a’my Sonnets already.. the Uowne 

bore it, the foolc fentit, and the Lady hath it : fwcet Clowne, 
tweeter Foolc, fweeteft Lady. By the world, I would not care a 
pin, if the other three were in. Here comes one with a paper. 
Cod giuehim grace to grone. 

He stands a fide. “The Kingentreihi 

Bcr. Shot by heauemproceede fwcet Cupid, thou haft thump., 
him with thy Birdbolc vnder t he left pap : in faith fccrets. 

King. Sofweeta kitfc the goldenSunnc giucs not, 

'To thote frefh morning drops vpon the Rofe, 

As thy eye beames, when their trefli rayfe haue knot. 

Xhe night .of dew that on roy cheekes downc novves^ 

Nor lhiaesthcfiluer Moone one balfe fo brigbr. 

Through the traufparantbofomeof the deepe, 

A? doth thy face through teares of mine giue lights 
Thou fhinllin euery t care that 1 doe weepe. 

No drop, but as a Coach doth carry thee : . 
go ridelt thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but behold the teares that fwell in me, 

And they thy glory through my griefs will (how ? m 
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But doc not loue thy felfc,then thou wilt keeps 
My teares for glaffcs,and (fill make me weepe. 

O Queenc ofQuecnes,how fatredoft thou excel!, 

No thought can thinke, nor tongue of mortall tell. 

How (hall (he know my griefcsMle drop the paper. 

Sweet leaues fhade folly. Who is he conies heer ? 

Enter Longduile; T he King fief s afide. 

What Longa.mil, and reading : liften eare. 

Ber. Now in thy likeneffe, one more foolc appearc. 

Lone. Ay me, I am forl'worne. 

Bert Why,hecomesin likeaperiure, wearing papers.. 

Long. In loue 1 hope, fwectfellowfhip infhame. 

Bert One drunkard loues anothesof the name. 

Lon. Ami the fir ft, that haue beerae.pcriur’d fo f 
Ber. 1 could put thee in comfort, not by two that I know; 
Thou makeft the triumphery , the corner cap of focictie. 

The fhape of Loucs Tiburne,that hangs vp fimplicitie. 

Lon. I fearethefeftubborn lines lack power to. mouc. 

O fwcet Marta, Empreffe of my Loue, 

Thefenumbcrs will I tears, and write in prefc. 

Ber. O Rimes are gar d son wanton Cupids hole,. 

Diffigure not his Shop. 

Lon. This fame fliallgoci 

He resides the Sonnet. 

D id not the heauenly Rhetorick. of thine eye , . 

Gain ft whom the world cannot hold argument 
Perfwade my heart to thisfalfe periurie ? 

'V owes for thee broke defenses not pumjhmcntn 
A woman! for /wore fine I will proue. 

Thou being a Goddejfe t .Iforfwore not thee, 
dldy vow was earthly , thou a heauenly Loue. 

Thy grace bci ig gain’d, cures all dif grace in me. 

Vowes are but breath, and breath a vapour is. 

Then.. thou fairs Sun, which on my earth doefi fhine 3 , 
Exhalefi this vapor-vow, in thee it is : 

If broken, then it is no fault of mine : 

If by me. broke, whatfooleis not fo wife , 

To lofe an oath i to win a Paradife i , 
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